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Bathroom Show 


Author's Notes: 
My first time writing these two. | gotta say that | had a lot of fun doing research to learn more about the 
LA. Guns and Girl. So.. | hope you'll like it and the guys are fairly decently in character. Happy reading and 


merry Ficmas! 


“Fuck, you look so hot like this.” 


Phil is standing in the shower and finishing to wash his hair. He barely has time to register Tracii's words. The 
guitarist just got out of bed and the sight of his bandmate's naked body under the shower spray makes for a 
perfect excuse to get his morning wood to good use. Okay, it's 4 o'clock in the afternoon but they just woke up 
so as far as his body is concerned, it's morning time. 


He walks into the shower with a cocky smile and swirls Phil around, pushing him playfully against the back wall. 
Cool tiles on his front and hot water on his back, Phil gasps when he feels Tracii pressing himself right behind 
him, his hands caressing up and down Phil's sides till they slide more slowly to his hips. 


"| thought you had fallen back asleep," Phil says and then turns his head to look over his shoulder, searching 
for and finding Tracii's lips. 


"Heard the shower, you left the door of the bathroom open," Tracii says after he kisses him. 


"Did 1?" Phil arches his back seductively and chuckles. "Perhaps on purpose..," he adds while reaching back to 
caress Tracii's thigh. 


The Brit has been in Los Angeles since a few months only but things have gotten hot and heavy very quickly 
with the younger guitarist. Since he had no place to live and not much cash available for an apartment deposit, 
Phil moved in Tracii's small shabby studio and up to now it's really not been an inconvenience that they've had 
to share a bed, a shower, or any other surface big and sturdy enough to host their seemingly never-ending 


romping around. 


Tracii is young and wild and in awe of his pretty English singer. He liked his voice when he first heard him sing 
with Girl and now he likes it even more when it's moaning his name. Same with the look. Phil has already caught 
up with the glam rock style of the Sunset Strip and all the places where they usually go out but there's still a 
little something different and foreign in his appearance. Tracii had crushed hard on him the first time he saw 
what Phil looked like on the cover of Sheer Greed The number of times he jerked off while thinking about him 
and how outrageously pretty he looked on the cover of their first album in that deep V-neck t-shirt.. 


And now that gorgeous man is pliant and pushing back against him, eager and willing. 

The Hollywood Tease poster boy is almost ten years older than Tracii. That was something the guitarist didn't 
know when he asked his manager to get him to join the band. The singer just turned 30 and is still too 
handsome for his own good, not too much boyish looking anymore but instead sexy and manly and that makes 


it even hotter for Tracii. 


The shower is still on and the noise of the water is covering Phil's sighs and whimpers when the guitarist 
spreads his butt cheeks and slides his rigid cock between them, teasing him. 


"Fuck... Just thinking about tonight.. When you'll strut around on stage and shake that ass," Tracii punctuates 
his words by squeezing one of Phil's butt cheeks. "I love how people look at you.. Wishing they could get their 
hands on your hot body and perfect little ass...” 

‘Its yours.. Just yours," Phil purrs. 

"Yeah, | know... All mine..." 


"Traci..." Phil moans while he starts stroking his own cock. 


The guitarist reaches around Phil's hips and grabs his wrists. A few second later, Phil's arms are above his 
head, hands pinned to the shower wall. 


"You won't need your hands, they stay up there." 

"Touch me then.. Fuck me..." 

Tracii places a series of open-mouth kisses on the side of Phil's neck. 
"Getting there...” 


Tracii continues to kiss his way down Phil's back till he's on his knees and his face is at the right level to 


devour Phil's butt. 

"You're a fucking wet dream come true, you know that?" 

The singer turns his head back to face the wall, pushing his forehead against it as he spreads his legs wider to 
welcome Tracii's tongue. It's already hard at work, making him moan and shiver despite the steamy 
temperature. 

"Oh, damn.. Yes... More..," Phil begs. 

The guitarists hands move between Phil's legs, stroking his dick and massaging his balls while he continues to 
eat him out. Phil finds it increasingly more difficult to stand and tries to find something to hold on to and 
pointlessly claws at the smooth surface of the shower tiles. 

Tracii cannot wait any longer and gets up on his feet. He pulls Phil's slender body back against him. 

"Ready for me, baby? ‘cause I'm so ready for you." 

Tracii nips and sucks Phil's earlobe, grunting with anticipation as he opens the bottle of lube they keep in the 
shower wall shelf with the shampoo and conditioner - and yes, of course, he's already mistakenly washed his 
hair with lube but who cares. 

"Want you, Trace.. Want you so bad...” 


Oh, the way that nickname sounds with Phil's English accent.. 


The guitarist recognizes the strain in Phil's voice and gives him what he wants and needs, easing his slick cock 


inside Phil's eager hole in one go and making his lover cry out. 
"Fuck!" 


"Well, you asked for it," Tracii chuckles. 


He wastes no time and gives it to his singer with long and deep thrusts. One hand snakes around his waist and 
the other gets entangled in Phil's hair to pull his face to the side. Phil's blue eyes are dark, pupils huge with 
lust and want. His wet black hair and too long fringe are plastered across his forehead. A few strands are 


sticking to his jaw and Tracii thinks that soaking wet and turned on is a very good look for him. 
"Feels good?" 
"Feels great.. Kiss me." 


Tracii crashes his mouth against Phil's, swallowing his moans. Now that Tracii is holding him better, he moves 
one hand behind and reaches for Tracii's hair, keeping the guitarist's head right there for more kissing and 


biting. 


Their bodies move in sync under the spray of the shower head, hips rocking faster or slower to keep things 
interesting and varied. After a few minutes, Tracii takes a step back and shifts his body, changing the angle 
he's using to pound into the singer's body. Phil gasps with the new position when Tracii's dick hits him right on 
his prostate. Phil brings his hands back on the wall to steady himself and tears his mouth off Tracii's, howling 
his pleasure. The guitarist buries his face in Phil's hair and laughs, pretty proud of himself. 


"That good, huh?" 

"Y-yeah... Right... There,” Phil pants. "Don't stop..." 

"What's the magic word?" 

"Fucking please," Phil hisses. 

Tracii cannot help but snicker. He loves to see Phil so worked up. 
"You got it, baby." 


Tracii's free hand moves towards the front on Phil's body and grabs his cock. That earns him louder moans of 


approval from the singer. 


"Come on, then.. Show me how good it feels.. How good my hand on your dick and my cock in your ass can 


make you feel...” 


Phil throw his head back, pushing against Tracii's shoulder. That last bit of dirty talk is just what he needed. It 
doesn't take many strokes for Tracii to bring him over the edge. The guitarist is merciless and keeps on 
pumping and pounding him while Phil cries out and rides his orgasm, his body quaking and collapsing against the 
wall. Tracii follows suit because there is not much he can do to resist the feeling of Phil's muscles clenching 
his cock. He only needs a few more thrusts before he empties his balls deep inside the beautiful ass that's stil 


clamped around him. 


"Oh, baby.. Oh, yes!.. So goodl.. You feel so good right after you come," Tracii breathes out in Phil's ear. 


Once he's calmed down, Tracii peppers little kisses on his shoulder and back, still holding him tight and rubbing 
his cheek against his shoulder blade. 


"Mmmmh... Wanna fuck you all day long.. Baby, you always feel so great... 


Phil laughs softly at the sudden mood switch. He's always assumed that deep down inside Tracii was a romantic 


- at least sometimes, when he's not too busy being his 2l-year-old horny self. 


